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Europe at the age of twelve and was put into school at
Nice in the south of France. A year later she accom-
panied her father to London where she took lessons ia
music, and at the age of fifteen she attended the higher
lectures for women at the University of Cambridge. It
was at Cambridge that she started writing poetry. Then
she came back to India and began to learn Sanskrit. On
August goth, 1877, at the age of twenty-one, Toru died
in the place where she was born. "That is the full his-
tory of her life/' says Amaranatha Jha, who wrote the
introductory memoir to her book of poems from which
these details are culled. But in that brief spell of life,
Toru Dutt wrote some beautiful verses.
Let me give you a scene of India in technicolor as
she painted it in her poignant verse. It was a sonnet
called "The Baugmaree Garden":
A sea of" foliage girds our garden round,
But not a sea of dull unvaried green,
Sharp contrasts of all colors here are seen;
The light-green graceful tamarinds abound
Amid the mango clumps of green profound,
And palms arise, like pillars grey, between;
And o'er the quiet pools the seemuls lean,
Red, red, and startling like a trumpet's sound.
But nothing can be lovelier than the ranges
Of bamboos to the eastward, when the moon
Looks through their gaps, and the white lotus changes
Into cups of silver. One might swoon
Drunken with beauty then, or gaze and gaze
On primeval Eden, in amaze.
Toru must have known she had not long to live. Once
she wrote:
Iteath comes to all soon or late:
And peace is but a wandering fire.